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blot on life which comes to us as death^
we reach out to Immortality. If we were
unable to dream of some kind of death-
lessness, we would be as mere stocks and
stones. Man is no longer man when he
loses the faculty of hoping.

To hope with the heart is one thing,
but to see with the mind another. When
we look closely into life, there is no
moment when death is not at the heels of
life, no fragment of life where death is not
already enshrined. That is the sad vision
before the mind; health and strength and
happiness are but the topmost points of
curves which by their very nature must
descend. Nay, more than this, if each
organism grows, it is only because it is
constantly changing, that is, dying to the
nature which it possessed before the
point of departure for the change.

We too are constantly dying; but for a
daily change in that "self" of ours to
something a little ampler, we should
stagnate and decay. Those who cannot
change are as if dead; the aura of death
is visible round them, to those who look